and get married, Con. Better be a husband than a domestic parasite.
conrad. I shall go out of this house, anyhow. Good evening.
immenso. I doubt if she will let you. However, you can try,
Good evening.
conrad. I will jolly soon see whether she can stop me \he
leaves the room],
Immenso takes a paper and begins to read; putting his feet up, and
making himself quite comfortable on the sofa.
clara's voice. Where are you going, Con?
conrad's voice. I am going out of this house, never to darken
your doors again: thats where I'm going.
clara's voice. You are going to do nothing of the sort, be-
cause I have locked up all your things in your room.
THE TWO VOICES SIMULTANEOUSLY
and not eight as it usually—
The voices fade out of hearing. Immenso', 'who at the first sound of
them has looked up from his paper to listen, smiles broadly; crosses
his shins; and settles himself to read until the-rector comes to dinner.
I tell you I am going. Give
me the key of my room in-
stantly. Do you suppose I am
going to stay in a house where
I am told to my face that I am
a sponge, a parasite, a-a-a-a
cuckoo? I'm damned if I'll
stand it. You can keep your
house and your children and
your unfortunate devil of a
husband. I tell you I wont.
What pleasure is it to you to
have me if you grudge every
morsel I eat and drink, and are
jealous every time I talk to
Savvy? Youre as jealous as—
 Now dont be ridiculous,
Con: you know very well you
brought it on yourself by say-
ing that Rosie and I were two
dogs fighting for a bone. If you
go, what am I to say to Frank
and Savvy? Am I to tell them
the nasty things you said about
them? And there is roast
chicken being done expressly
for you; and I have not the
least intention of allowing you
to waste it. So be good, and
remember that we dine at half-
past seven, and that half-past
seven means half-past seven
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